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GREGORY GILLESPIE 


NARCISSUS 


It is spring, and Narcissus returns again to the pool. He sees his pale winter body’s 
reflection segmented into the spaces between water-lillies. His bones ache for the sun. 

He knows the terrible words that are said about him, how his self-absorption eclipses the 
whole world. He knows that he is regarded as a prisoner of the self, languishing in solitary 
confinement for something that is not precisely a crime. 

The very fact that he is Narcissus prevents him from explaining himself. How can he tell 
them not to pity him, that the entire universe is contained in his own eyes, that he is 
deprived of nothing? 

He knows what they can’t admit: that the world is all refracted through the self in any 
case. One cannot be in the world, one can only be oneself being in the world. : 

Therefore Narcissus takes a long time dressing, playing with the self’s dissolution every 
time a ripple bends the surface of the pool. He wants to accomplish the miracle this after- 
noon in the city. He wants everyone to look at him, certainly. But he wants all those who 
look to see not Narcissus but themselves. 

To those who see the self in everything, nothing is alien. Everything human is intelligible. 
This breeds a sort of peace in men and women, a sense of being at home on their planet, a 
feeling of solidarity with the species. 

Narcissus enters the city to offer its inhabitants the supreme gift of themselves. He walks 
through the main gates in a perfect state of self-internalization when he hears, as he hears 
every spring, the whispers of those who are watching him and seeing themselves. 

“It is wrong,’’ they say, ‘‘to stare so deep into the pool. Down on the floor of the pond 
there are mysteries that are ours, but which we are never meant to know. To know them 
would destroy us all.”” And so they look away, and Narcissus passes. 

Because he is Narcissus, he cannot explain that these mysteries are not necessarily the 
nightmares that people imagine. He stays until the sun is gone, and it is too late to return 


to his pool. The people who come out in the darkness do not turn away. They stare at him 
for as long as they can bear it. 
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eS 


HERMAN PARKER TALKS ABOUT NOTHING 


Hello. My name is Herman Parker and 
today I’m talking about nothin cause | 
really have diddly-doo to say. I’m talkin 
nix, nil, nada, uh, I’m talkin nothin. | really 
know nothin from nothin about know- 
how, anyhoo. I’m talkin zip, zilch, and 
zero. I’m talkin doughnut holes of the 
mind here, so from now on I’m shuttin up. 
I’m talkin no more talk. I’m talkin silence 
from the grave of my gourd. I’m talkin it’s 
a kind of hush, all over this brain, tonight. 
I’m talkin no more talk. I’m succumbing 
to the ambush of my phlegmatic claptrap. 
I’m Herman Parker, and I’m talkin about 
nothin, and this is boring. So this is it. I’m 
talkin no more talk. Thank you. Dum da 

dum da dum da dum da bum da bum ba doom da dee dum 

ba doom bop a lop da doom ba doom ba dum dee dum a 
lum ba bum a ding a dang zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzZZZZZZZ.... 
hmmmmmm uh yeah da huh? uh yeah, oh yuh. Where am I? 
Oh, yeah. This is Herman Parker and I’m talkin about nothin 
cause this is boring. I’m talkin gettin the flock outta here 
before | anesthetize my headpiece silly. I’m talkin humdrum, 

I’m talkin hemorrhage of the procrastinator’s cranium here. 

I’m talkin I’m out the door, I’m history, I’m.... I’m talkin 
where’s my keys? I left them right here. Great. Where are 
my keys? I’m talkin major league space heah. | can’t go out 
without my keys, yet | can’t stay here or else the tapioca of 
my brain will take the lump of my mass hostage for days. 
I’m talkin keys, where’s my keys? Keys, keys, keys. They 
are not in every place | have looked and | have looked 
everywhere. I’m talkin gone, goodbye, and good luck. I’m 
talkin Christ on a crutch! WHERE ARE MY KEYS??? Not only 
am I gonna find those keys, I’m talkin two minute time limit. 

Ready. GO! Okay, they’re not on the table, on the floor, or 

in my pockets. I’m talkin negatory on the refrigerator, okay, 
okay, I’m lookin, I’m lookin. ONE MINUTE TO GO! I’m talking 
where are my keys cause this is Herman Parker and this is 
find your goddamn keys in less than forty seconds talk. 
Okay, they’re not in this unopened box of corn Chex. 
They’re not in the sleeve of this PSD album. Only ten 
seconds to go!! Where? I’m talkin stumped, beat and bluff- 
ed. Enough! In the hanging plants! No! Four. Where? Three. 
Keys!? Two. Shoot! One. I’m talkin vain attempt of nonfulfill- 
ment. Not only am | talkin botch, I’m talkin fiasco. I’m talkin 
slip trip. I’m talkin the open-sesame of perception. I’m talkin 
the Pushmepullyou of skiddish thoughts. WHERE ARE MY 
FLOCKING KEYS? oh. well. here they are. They were right in 
front of my face attached to a string hanging from a gigantic 
gelatin display on my forehead. It’s too late! The attack has 
been launched! I’m talkin whoa. Huh? I’m talkin buttonhole 
here. EEeee-OP. This has been Herman Parker talkin about 
nothin, nada nil. I’m shuttin up! 


ZZZZZZ2ZZZZZZZ22z27722722227272 
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MARK BROWN 


| had the honor of standing around Packard’s the 
other day when | got into a casual conversation 
with a lanky man in a very well-appointed over- 
coat. After a while | stuck out my hand and told 
him my name. ’’I’m glad to meet you,” he replied, 
“I’m R. Wentworth Crockpot III.” 

“Hi?” 

“The third,” he explained, shuffling in a pseudo- 
bashful way. ’’You may call me Blinky.” 

“Tell me, Blinky, what’s it like to be the third guy 
with the same name?” 

‘Oh, great,’’ he bubbled through his beer. “It’s 
nice to have some help.” 

“Help?” | asked, ‘‘What do you do for a living?” 
“Oh, nothing,’’ he said. 

“Then what do need help for?’’ 

“| don’t need it,’’ he said haughtily, “I’ve already 
had it. That’s why | don’t have to do anything. 
R. Wentworth Crockpot The First did almost 
everything. He was a real ball of fire.” 

“What did he do?” 

Blinky stared absently into the vapors. ’’He trad- 
ed securities, | believe,’ he said. 

‘““And what did Crockpot I! do?” 

“He | believe, er, consolidated the gains made 
by his father.” 

| began to think what a help it would be if there 
were a few other David Lensons running around, 
past, present or future, to shoulder some of the 
load. And so | went down to Technimals, that new 
store on King St. that sells recombinant DNA pro- 
ducts. I’d been meaning to check the place out 
for a long time, even though most of their inven- 
tory is still in the realm of mere toys. They've got, 
or will special-order, a recombined version of any 
two animals you desire. The special last week 
was Rhinoceros Fungus, a creature that shares 
some properties of each of its namesakes. It 
grows on the sides of trees, a grayish substance, 
but late at night it gives off blood-curdling shrieks 
and charges passers-by. It was being sold as a 
kind of watchdog. 

Technimals has a computer in its showroom, and 
all you have to do is name any combination of 
two animals and you’ll get a readout of its pro- 


perties and a rough computer-graphic rendition 
of its appearance. Unfortunately, most of the 
customers | saw while | was there were not very 
imaginative. Miniaturized pets are really popular, 
for example. | sawa group of Smithies asking to 
see the specifications for a cross between a horse 
and a hamster. Seems they missed their horses, 
and wanted small equine something-or-others 
that could be kept in their dormitory rooms. 
Camel plants, that store their own water and are 
thus maintenance-free, are also ridiculously 
popular. ; 

| was distracted by this game for a little while. 
| created the Peyote Chicken, the Asparagus Oc- 
topus and the Pepper Goat. This is all:well and 
good, but | got sick of it in a hurry. | went off 
browsing the display shelves. There | found what 
| was really after, a nifty kit called Clones from 
Bones. It cost $375.99. Once | soothed my wilted 
Visa back into rigidity, | was off to the house to 
read the manual and get to work. 

Clones from Bones works only if you’ve saved 
an old tooth in a drawer somewhere — unless 
you'll willing to go to a hospital and have a special 
scraping done for the occasion. | burrowed into 
an obscure dresser drawer, the one that contains 
things like ascots and string ties, cufflinks, 
shoehorns and foreign Currency, and there, wrap- 
ped in a handkerchief bunched by a rubber band, 
| found a baby tooth, one that | had left over when 
my mother, broke, informed me that the Tooth 
Fairy had gone out of business. 

| spread the instructions, diagrams and manuals 


out on the kitchen. table, as. the, introductory 


chapter recommended. 

Despite all the paraphernalia, the procedure was 
shockingly simple. All you had to do was powder 
up the tooth in a coffee grinder, add several drops 
of water, then (wearing gloves, of course) ooze 
out from its tube the gunk that enables cloning 
to transpire. You mix it all together and place it 
in a very large pan, the biggest you have, and 
bake it at 450 degrees for three and.a half hours. 
| followed the instructions to the letter, popped 
it in and waited, all the while pacing around the 
house like an expectant father. When the time 
was up, | opened the oven and found what ap- 
peared to be a densely heavy, flesh-colored loaf 
of bread. | put it, as the instructions ordered, on 
top of the stove for an hour, watching closely as 
it cooled. The surface began to wrinkle and 
buckle, and pretty soon the outline of a face 
began to emerge. When the breadlike stuff was 
at room temperature, | submerged it in water as 
directed, and went to bed. 

The next morning | was awakened to the sound 
of someone playing the saxophone. At first | 
thought some derelict had broken in and mess- 
ed with my horn, so | threw on my robe and hurtl- 
ed down the stairs. | came round the corner face 
to face with myself taking a fair sax lead. 

“What????” | yelped. 


anything 


“One of us has to practice,” it said to me, ‘‘and 
you certainly don’t.” , 

“That’s true,” | said.-’’Ought | to introduce 
myself?” 
‘Please don’t bother. Come here,”’ it gestured, 
“and take a look at your calendar. Today you are 
Supposed to type copy, go to the dentist, teach 
college and do your taxes. The dishes are all pil- 
ed up, the refrigerator needs defrosting, and | 
took your last pair of clean underpants when | hat- 
ched out this morning. You haven’t written to 
anybody in years. You haven’t sent any 
manuscripts out to periodicals, nor have you 
finished the memoranda you promised the Ad 
Hoc Task Force. Your guitar and piano playing 
are deteriorating rapidly, and your spoken French 
is downright rusty. Speaking of which, how long 
has it been since you translated any Greek or 
Latin?”’ 
Now if there’s one thing | can’t stand, it’s being 


reminded of what I’m supposed to do before I’ve - 


had my blasted expresso, so | thought to myself 
that this might be a good time to try the gadget 
out. 

‘‘Make us a spot of coffee,” | suggested. 

“Drank it all up while you were still sleeping,” 
it said, dragging the vacuum out of the closet. ’ 

“Hey, man,” | said, using the term loosely, ‘‘why 
don’t you just take it easy for a while until the day 
sort of gets started?” 

“It’s precisely that attitude that got you in such 
a bind that you had to go out and buy a clone. 
If | felt the way you do about work, /’d have to 
go out and buy a clone, and then you’d be 
bankrupt. Lucky for you that we clones aren’t ex- 
act reproductions of our originals, that we’re the 
improved versions.” 
| was beginning to get uneasy. ’’Improved?”’ | 
asked. 

How?” 

“No little toe, no funny bone, no wisdom teeth, 
no reproductive organs and no nose. Unlimited 
attention span and energy. Need only two hours 
sleep per night. Best of all, we Carry through on 
all our good resolves, and we never forget 


“But what | want to know,” | said very slowly, 
“is who gives the orders?”’ ~ ed 

“Oh, you do, of course. The only thing is that 
if you want to utilize a creature of my extraor- 
dinary potential, you will need to be much better 
organized than you are now. It would certainly 
be a pity if your complete lack of administrative 
ability were to impede all the efficiencies | could 
bring to your anarchic and otiose existence.” 

“Right. Put on your coat.”’ 
It went immediately to the closet, where it had 
hung all the clothes that were piled on the chairs, 
plucked my gabardine overcoat off a hanger and 
swirled it onto its shoulders. It had terrific posture. 
It handed me the green trenchcoat. 

“How come you get the good coat?” 

“Please. One of us has to look nice.” 

“Why not me?” 

‘No bath, bad posture.” It held the door open, 

and we exited into the streef. God, it walked fast. 
New lungs, | thought to myself. Of course it didn’t 
smoke. 
Natural perversity caused me to lead it to a bar, 
to see how it would react. We sat across from 
each other at one of the elevated booths in 
Packard’s. The mirror on the wall made it look 
like four of us. ’’Oh, Jesus,” | heard a voice say 
on the other side of the rail, ‘‘now there’s two of 
them.” 

“He always was a narcissistic sort of a hothouse 
plant, wouldn’t you say?’’ 

The waitron gathered out of the gloom. ’’Can | 
get you a pair of something?” 
“Sure,” | said, licking my chops, ‘‘a pair of 

Johnny Walker Reds.” 

It didn’t bat an eye. And for me, two cups of cof- 
fee.”’ Well, | thought, things could be worse. It 
could have asked for milk, like The Phantom in 
the old comic strips. 

Up comes Blinky. ’’l say,” he fussed, “‘now there 
are two of you.”’ 

“This is my twin brother, ahh,’’| looked at it; 

“what did you say your name was?’’ 


“! didn’t,” it said. 
“SO WHAT IS IT?” 


Blinky was half interested and half outraged, 


suspecting that his leg was being pulled in some 
indiscernible way. You don’t know your own 
twin brother’s name??” 

“It’s an old game, an old game we’ve played 
since childhood. . .”’ | explained. 
It was only halfway through its first coffee when 
| was done with both my drinks and ushered it 
out the door. Couldn’t take it anyplace, | thought. 
| guessed I’d just let it keep doing the housework. 
When we got home | was exhausted. T he excite- 
ment of a major purchase is always enervating, 
according to my shopper friends. As | ground my 
face into the pillow | could hear the ice in the 
freezer getting hacked away, and the dishes get- 
ting done. ’’Okay,”’ | thought, ‘‘this is all right.” 
Until 6:30 in the AM when it woke me with its list. 
“Now here is what you are scheduled to do to- 
day,” it smirked, as if it there weren’t the slightest 
chance in the world that | could possibly get 
through it. As | lurched out of bed, it occurred to 
me that perhaps I’d have been better off with the 
Technimals Superego Parrot — which was only 
$150, to boot — because if the bird reminded me 
for the eighth time to call the dentist | could just 
reach into the cage and choke it. But how was 
| going to get rid of this schmuck? The legal 
Status of clones is a real gray area, but | doubt 


breaking a Mitror. 
One morning at breakfast | assumed an earnest 
expression rather like its own. ’’ You know what Ss 
a real disgrace?”’ | asked. ’’That someone like 
myself who professes a solid background in the 
language and literature of English-speaking 
peoples should be so entirely ignorant of the 
literary traditions of Tasmania. So distant a place, 
with customs so entirely unlike our own, would 
no doubt take years to adjust to, perhaps 
decades of hard work to come to terms with, do 
you know what I mean? Really, | hereby resolve 
to make it a top priority in my life to familiarize 
myself thoroughly with this neglected field of 
study.”’ 

“A top priority?” it inquired, obviously interested. 
‘‘Number one, almost,” | answered, perspiring 
sincerity. ; 
When | got back from Logan, where his thirty-six 
hour flight originated, | stopped in Packard’s once 
again, and sure enough there was Blinky draped 
over the rail in preppie dishabille. | got a Johnny 
Walker double off Greg at the bar, then sidled 
up to old Ill. 

“Crockpot,” | toasted, ‘‘may the worms grow fat 
in your grandfather’s grave.” 


David Lenson 


that one can just slaughter them with impunit s 
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Our fifth anniversary! Not years, of course, but issues. Still 
worth celebrating, considering the odds against getting even this 
far. 

As a meeting-pliace for writers, photographers, graphic artists, 
advertisers and readers, a magazine is an adventure in co- 
ordinating people with diverse talents and interests. When it’s 
working, this cross-breeding births a healthy new creature. When 
it’s not, it can produce a mutant flub-a-dub of cross-purposes. 
OH NO! NOHO! — like any young animal — puts its trainers through 
alternating bouts of frustration and pride. It’s handsome, im- 
aginative and rambunctious, butit has a lot of needs. Itis hungry 
all the time. 

Time and money are its food and water. It gets vast meals of 
time from its staff, who sacrifice sleep, sex, television and gain- 
ful employment to sate it. Money is needed to wash these big bites 
down, but our voracious beast often has only a few drops in the 
bottom of its trough. 

What money there is comes from advertisers. We who produce 
a magazine such as this are offering a service to the commercial 
community. If they buy, the beastis watered and lives, butif they 
don’t it simply dries up and blows away. 

We therefore owe anniversary wishes to that coterie of adver- 
tisers who have supported us. They have distinguished 
themselves by their desire to be in the forefront of what is transpir- 
ing in the Valley at this time. You readers, who view our beast at 
no charge, can help us outin this respect: do your business with 
our advertisers, and let them know where you saw their ad. They 


need encouragement, too. They are also taking a risk. 

What’s in store for this gangly, long-limbed adolescent critter? 
it must either grow or die. Despite occasional complaints that it 
cares too much aboutitself, it has already reached out far beyond 
the preoccupations of its initial issue. We felt, a bit paradoxical- 
ly, that the best way to air the charges of self-absorption was to 


_ face them head-on by interviewing ourselves. Never before had 


so many staff members been assembied under one roof. . . 


(The tape recorder is turned on) 


D A V 1 D: Now we won’t have a thing to say. 
eP A U L: Nocomment.e VIN NI E: I'd 
like to thank my father for coming. (snare drum) 
Thanks Mom... So tell us Pam, why did you 
decide to starta magazine? © P A M: I'll never 
remember why. I’m sure there was some good 
reason....¢ T O B E Y: Always wanted to be in- 
terviewed... ¢ V 1 N NI E: Isn’t this fun? ¢ 
P A M: Yeah, this is some fun.e D A V 1 D: 
We’re havin’ some fun now. e P A U L: Now 
we know how the other side feels. ¢ 
T OB E Y: Awkward. e P A M: Nothing to 
say.eS T E LL A:Nofun.e VINNIE: 
Wait a minute, | thought the fun part was yet to 
come, | thought... .boy, it’s strange what the old 
tape machine does to you. TOBE Y: 
NOTHING HAPPENS. ¢ P A M: Total inhibi- 
tion...well, what do you think we should do here? 
eT OBE Y: Drink. S T ELL A: Let’s 
get loaded and turn this thing on later. « 
T OB E Y: “‘And then the sound of whiskey 
was heard to be poured in a glass...’”” Where’s 
the microphone on this thing? 


(And the THE SOUND was heard) 


eV IN NI E: He’s pouring whiskey into the 
microphone! Hey, Tobe, it’s really hard to 
translate that to print.e T O B E Y: That’s what 
parentheses are for.eS T E L L A: Didit get 
in the little holes? e P A U L: Let’s just pretend 
itisn’t there. ¢ V | N N I E: Hack is here! Hide 
the booze! © P A U L: Want some ’Graves’ 
whiskey? It’s the last bottle in the world. e 
R IC H: If | may. © P A M: Let’s just lavish 
praise on ourselves.e S T E L L A: Let's talk 
about how narcissistic we’re said to be and who 
the hell are we and such.  T O-B E Y: Who 
do we think we are? © P A U L: Who do they 
think we are? © S T E L L A: Who knows? » 
P A M: We’re trying to clear things up here. e 
D A V I D: Youth wants to know. e P A U L: 
| hope it’s not only ‘‘youth”’ that’s reading this 
publication, but an age group that spans the life 
and times. e° S T E L L A: My mother reads 
it, my mother’s so proud. e P A U L: I hear 
we’re big in Athol. e S T E L L A: Athol? e 
V 1.N NI E:1hear that hundreds of copies get 
to Boston before | get there with them. They get 
around. ¢ P A U L: Let’s leave a bundle at 
Logan this month. e P A M: Global circulation. 


©S T EL L A:1send them to friends in Paris. 
e VINNIE: And L.A. ¢ P A U L: The 
C.I.A. has a little file of them...e D A V I D: My 
brother lives in N.Y.C., and one day the guy who 
works two desks down from him came in with one 
under his arm. ¢° P A U L: No! Are you making 
this up like you make up everything else in the 
magazine? 


(laughter) 


D A V 1 D:1! make up alot but that was Truth. 
e P A M: Technimals... | can’t even Say it. e 
V 1 NN 1 E: Sowe’re widespread, so we must 
be great. With a name like “OH NO! NOHO!”’ it’s 


“got to be good. e P A M: People love it when 


even | can’t say ‘‘OH NO! NOHO!” e 
B U DD Y: So what are we talking about 
here? « VIN NJ: Nothing, it’s the No 
Theme issue. ¢ P A M: Buddy, maybe with all 
your experience as an m.c. you could ask us 
some questions or something. e P A U L: In- 
terview us, please, shovel out the rubbish, let’s 
go. © D A V I D: At last some structure. ¢ 
S$ TELL A: We need discipline. ¢ 
V INN I E: Can! get anyone a beer, cham- 
pagne? © T O B E Y:/I’ll have some of that. « 
V INN I E: Doyou want a champagne glass? 
°T O8B E Y: No, I'll drink it out of my shoe. 
eR | C H:!I started working for OH NO! NOHO! 
because they advised me to pursue other in- 
terests at the Alcoholics Anonymous meeting. ¢ 
BUDDY: Ah, to work for a great 
metropolitan paper...e P A U L: If we only had 


-agreat metropolis...e D A V I D: You missed 


the opening announcements, Rupert Murdoch is 
trying to buy us. © B U D D Y: So it’s true. 
P A U L: We’re opening OH NO! BOSTON!, 
OH NO! NEW HAVEN! e S T E LL A: OH 
NO! FAIRFIELD! e VINNIE: OH NO! 
HOYO! © P A M: OH NO! U.S.A.! e¢ 
V INN I E: There’s a downtown Northamp- 
ton but is there an uptown? e P A M: The North 
Star? « T RIC 1A: Smith College. « 
R 1 C H: Well, there’s the Bowling District. « 
V iN NIE: Does anyone have any ques- 
tions? e R | C H: Pam, do you see a pension 
plan or anything like that? e P A U L: Or just 
getting paid? eS T E L L A: 1! want my payin 
the form of plenary indulgences to get me out of 
purgatory. 


(Stella’s laugh is unimaginable) 


R | C H: We'll be good, we’ll be good now, you 
can let us out of here, we’ll be good. I’m not 
possessed anymore. I’m ok. ¢ P A M:1 think we. 
should all get paid. | think we should get paid a 
lot. Soon would be nice. eR | C H:1’ll be good 
now. © P A U L: So Pam, tell us, how did OH 
NO! NOHO! really get started? What was the im- 
petus? © T RI C1 A: | want to know too. © 
D A V | D: She just got out of bed one day and 
said, ‘This is what | am going to do.’ ° 
T R1C 1 A: And you had a student loan or 
something, right? e P A M: Astudent loan? No, 
| think it was when the Whately Inn burned down. 
| said well, | don’t have a job anymore. The Ad- 
vocate won't hire me to paste-up their paper, | 
guess I'll start my own. ¢ 


(laughter) 


V INN IE: Hey, some one else is here. ¢ 
BUDDY: Quick turn out the lights. ¢ 
R 1 C H: It’s Mayor Musante! It’s Alan Schein- 
man...¢ V | N NI E: No, it’s Ben Wilder. Hi! 
What did you get a car or something?.e B E N: 
No, just a job so far. What’s all this revelry? 
D A V | D: Good show today, GO-GO on the 
radio, great.e T R 1 C_1 A: Rich, what are you 
doing over there, a combination of all of last 
night’s Comedy Crunch routines? ¢ R | C H: 
Where’s that bat? | wanna talk with the bat. 


(laughter) 


V IN NI E: So Ben, what this is is OH NO! 
NOHO! interviews itself. e B E N: Is this being 
recorded? « P A U L: No, no it’s not, feel 
perfectly comfortable. ¢ B E N: | don’t know 
anything about the white envelope and the 
record. e RI C H: Let’s talk about the pen- 
thouse office suites.e S T E L L A: The OH 
NO! NOHO! skyscraper. e R | C H: I'd like to 
make a motion that we change the name of it to 
HO NO! HOON! or...eS T E L L A:! think we 
should call it THE HAMPER, where everybody 
puts their dirty laundry. V | N N I E: Yeah, 
change the name of the gossip column to THE 
HAMPER. ¢ P A U L: That’s a great idea. ¢ 
BUDDY: The Fly in The Hamper. ¢ 
T R1C 1 A: J think we should have a bake 
sale. © V 1N NIE: And a car wash? e« 
R I C H:1'd like to say why | got involved in this 
publication. ¢ P A M: Why are you willing to 
work so hard for no tangible rewards? « 
RICH: Well, first of all, | do have a 
psychological problem where | say ‘Yes’ to 
anything that anybody asks me as soon as they 
ask me. © V | N NIE: Who has a good 
figure... ¢ R | C H: OK, | always thought Pam 
was cute and she asked me one night... e 
P A M: In a bar... © RI C H: In a bar... ¢ 
R | C H: Anyways I’d been doing cartoons for 
years and she offered me this job. | could get my 
own rancid cartoons published and | could pick 
out other people’s rancid cartoons and put them 
in there,-so it seemed like a cute girl asking me 
to do cartaons, a publication, how could | resist? 
¢ T RIC 1 A: That’s very horny of you. ¢ 
R | C H:I think I’m, uh, woman-related, what’s 
the word for it? e V | NN I E: Heterosexual? 
eR I C H: Male-identified female, that’s what 
it is. | wanted Pam to give me some of her 
underwear and | would consent to do this for a 
few months... © V | N N I E: Does anybody 
else want a beer? eR I C H:... but | would set- 
tle for alcohol. e P A M: So Vinnie, why do you 
do all this work for free? © V | N N I E: Cause 
you beat meif|Idon’t.e P A M: Well, that’s true, 
but that’s because you’re my brother. ¢ 
V INN I E:Ilike getting published, don’t you? 
eR | C H: Published is nice.° TO B E Y: 
Certain notoriety. V | N N I E: | like having 
all those eleven-year-old girls run up to me, ‘Vin- 
nie! Vinnie!’ and me, ‘Not now, not now.’ ¢ 
T RIC IA: They know who you are? e 
B U D D Y: That’s because of the ‘I AM VIN- 
NIE VAN GEE’ t-shirt he wears around. ¢ 
VINNIE: ‘VINNIE VAN GEE SAYS’. e 
R I C H: People call me ‘Rick Hack’, that’s not 
what | want, | want to be ‘RICH’. That’s the pro- 
phecy, I’m already a hack. ¢ P A U L: So, 
David, why do you spend so much time on this 
thing? e V | N N I E: ‘Cause she doesn’t beat 
him... © 


(laughter) 


V IN NI E: Stella, why do you contribute? « 
S T E L L A: I don’t know, | guess it’s forced 
me to develop my humor...¢ D A V_ I D: You 
just get funnier, eh? eS T E L L.A: And fun- 
nier.¢ T R_ I C 1 A: How about you, Tobe? 
P A M: Tobey, you work harder than almost 
anyone...e V | N N I E: Tobey’s a masochist. 
e T-O B E Y:!’m in love with the unknown. 
P A M: Buddy Rubbish, you’re the Fill Editor, 
why do you slave away hour after hour, writing 
all this, this...e B U D D Y: Phil? Well, there’s 
people all over named Phil with no way to get 
their stuff into print, and now here’s a way that 
any one named Phil can just say ‘Hey, edit me.’ 
So... | guess that’s a rap. e 


(Much noise about nothing here, furniture self- 
destructing, ete.) ies aes ) 


I'd like to talk about a subject near and dear to my heart: the safety 
of my feet. And my back, eyes, shins, and other parts of my physical 
self. Not to mention my rhinestone-patterned stockings. Or, putting it 
more broadly, dance etiquette, the proper way to behave on the dance 
floor. 

You may have noticed that etiquette is back. (I’ve often wondered 
where things like etiquette and cummerbunds go, where they come 
back from. | imagine it’s kind of a giant closet somewhere in the 
cosmos, the black hole of the world at fashion, a little like my bedroom 
closet, actually, in which shoes and assorted garments disappear for 
months at a time, only to emerge wrinkled and otherwise debauched, 
looking smug. But that’s another story.) 

Etiquette. Miss Manners’ book on the subject is best-selling, some 
grandchild of Miss Post is going on about which fork to use, and 
related aspects of etiquette such as appropriate dress have regained 
metaphysical status. Even marriage is back in favor, making life so 
much easier for those who worried over how to introduce their friends 
who were unmarried but living together. 

Some blame Nancy Reagan for the New Formality; if that’s true, | 


Say more power to her—on this, and this matter alone, of course. When. 


it doesn’t descend to ludicrous extremes, etiquette is simply society’s 
way of making things go. Etiquette is codified courtesy, the ways of be- 
ing thoughtful and gracious, rules against talking with your mouth full, 
and for passing the salt and pepper. 

But as civilization evolves, or regresses, the code must change to 
describe proper behavior for new situations. Like how to introduce the 
unmarried-but-living-together mentioned earlier. Or how to address a 
woman without referring to her marital status, or lack thereof. In short, 
what we need now is Etiquette for the Eighties. With a separate section 
on Dance Etiquette. 

Let me tell you a story of pain. | was dancing at a Christmas party 
last month, on the modest-sized dance floor of the Hotel Northampton. 
Suddenly, a woman doing the Lindy started doing it on my right ankle. 
Barely had | recovered from the numbing pain of near amputation, 
when another woman placed her spike heel on my right instep, making, 
you might say, a deep impression on me. Luckily, surgery was not 
required. 

This was not my first dance collision. Long before slam dancing 
came to town, the mild-mannered dancers like myself had to contend 
with flagellating hair, elbows gone akimbo into one’s back, shoes more 
sharply pointed than the stilettos they’re named after, and people who 
took Modern Dance 101 in college and never grew out of it. There are 
many schools of thought that divide up humanity, into good and evil, " 
rich and poor, those who say ‘“‘Merry Christmas,”’ and those who Say, 
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“Same to you.’’ On the dance floor, there are only two kinds, those 
who respect others’ personal spaces and those out for blood. A friend 
of mine who confines his dance performances to the stage where they 
belong, told me, perhaps facetiously, that there’s a dance term, 
something like ‘“‘awareness of the parameters of one’s kinesphere,”’ 
that describes the attitude of the first group. They know how much 
room, as individuals, they take up, and where the boundaries lie bet- 
ween them and other dancers. He gave me another term for the latter 
group: motor morons. | think these are the same people who take two 
parking spaces and still manage to side-swipe your Car with theirs pull- 
ing out. Who hog covers in bed, and make loud, inane comments in 
movie theatres. Who run their shopping carts into displays in the 
supermarket. 

In ancient times, everyone did the same thing on the dance floor, the 
minuet or the waltz (moving in unison counterclockwise). Dancing 
cheek to cheek is probably still the most civilized form of social danc- 
ing. The freestyle movement that currently dominates the dance floor, 
though, emphasizes self-expression, not intimacy or sociability. 
Whereas Renaissance dances reflected an ideal of community and 
order, modern freeform dancing represents unbridled exhibitionism. Call 
me an old fogey, someday you'll have brittle-bones, too. All | ask is that 
the would-be Martha Grahams and Michael! Jacksons of this world keep 
their limbs to themselves. 

To that end, | have fantasized about dance licenses. To become a 
licensed dancer, one would audition, possibly take some classes, and 
licenses would be mandatory for admission to clubs. Maybe in the way 
that drivers who have had driver’s education classes get reduced in- 
Surance premiums, licensed dancers could be eligible for reduced 
covers, or a free drink. 

Or perhaps a thrasher section could be designated on club dance 
floors, rather like the smokers’ sections in restaurants. With any luck 
the thrashers would dispatch each other rather quickly, and then the 
rest of us could walk the dance floors at night without fear. And, then, 
hairnets could be issued upon entry to a club to all those women who 
dance as if they were posing for Avedon, or wax their hair into spikes. 

I’ve even dreamt of elbow spikes, not of course for first-strike pur- 
poses, but only as a means.of defense. | have developed some little 
dance moves that let the flailers know they’re not pushing around some 
novice dancer. 

Oh, well, as my commie-hippie friends used to say, “Come the 
revolution. . .’’ With my luck, the revolutionaries will all be adherents of 
Emma Goldman, who once said (you know), ‘‘If | can’t dance, | don’t 
want to be part of the revolution.”” And bad dancers, to boot. 

M@F.S. Frail 
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| snuff out my Camel in the rubber-tire ash 
tray—I got one right in my house, usually you only 
see them in the parts stores. | slip two fingers 
through the blinds. It’s bloody sleeting out there, 
and bunnies are like sliding around with their 
back wheels going wwzzzyy wwZZzzyy WWZZzyy 
and the orange lights of the sanders are making 
the neighborhood into one big juice stand. Driv- 
ing gnaws these days, especially if you got some 
little yellow economy car. You will curse the hour 
of your birth out on King St. on an afternoon like 
this. 

| sink back into my vinyl. What you need this 
time of year is a Winter Beater, some old ugly 
tomb on wheels with a leering chromium grin and 
four snow tires and enough weight to break ice 
in Boston Harbor. Mmmmmm. And with 
ridiculously excessive heat, if you please, and 


who cares if it leaks oil like a Louisiana drilling 
platform and gets four miles per gallon? So long 
as it starts, right? 

There’s been some great ones in my life. The 
U.S.S. New Jersey, The Batmobile, Ivan Putsky, 
The Tank, The Scow, The Wrath of God, The 
Peacekeeper. Where are they all now? They were 
all beaten. And that’s why | doubt that the term 
Winter Beater really means much of anything. 
Who can beat winter? Last year | had a 1965 
Chevy II that | used to pat on the front fender and 
call ‘Old Beater,’”’ but that was more because the 
engine sounded like it was stiffening egg whites. 
| mean, it wasn’t going to beat anything really, 
but it kept on beating anyway. 

By now the sleet is coming down like a wet- 
nurse’s spanking, and | realize that if | don’t get 
to the store soon I’m gonna get iced in here for 
the duration with nothing to eat or drink. | found 
a roach on the counter yesterday that had starv- 
ed to death, such it is around here for food. You 
know and | know that a man cannot live by televi- 
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sion and Motor Trend alone. | go to the back win- 
dow and do the same number with the blinds. 
There, standing by the garage, is this year’s 
Beater, getting itself a good hoodful of winter right 
now. Oh God, it’s Gromach! A 1971 Gremlin X, 
of no discernible color, with an electric system 
like overboiled vermicelli. An American Mongrels 
car—strong crossbreeding of GM, Ford and 
whoever had too many of anything that year. A 
piece of Reynolds Wrap powered to death with 
a mighty 232. | pull on my coat, get the key, go 
downstairs and climb in the good door, trying not 
to get too intimate with the shifter on the way over 
to the driver’s seat, if you know what | mean. 

| turn the key, the finger goes down the throat, 
and it starts right up. U\HHHHHHHHHHHH. This 
is great. | wish | remembered what Suki said to 
me when she handed it over to me as DNR (Do 
Not Resuscitate). ‘‘In the winter, A.C., don’t forget 
now A.C. to put some kind of weight in the back, 
cinder blocks or a bag of cement, or you will slide 
all over the place and wind up silkscreening your 
face on the windshield.” | have somehow not 
taken that into account. |, A.C. Cobra, can keep 
anything on the road, that | know. | stuff it in 
reverse, it gets a good grip where it had been 
frozen to the driveway, takes a lunge backwards, 
and then woop-de-doo we’re doing the wild thing 
once again. 

| get out and case the situation. The weightless 
rump of the sawed-off tennis sneaker is skewed 
entirely the wrong way. | will try to go forward. 
| get in, look over my shoulder. As you look for- 
ward the thing seems like a regular car, but if you 
look back you can see that the whole second half 
of it is missing. That is how it got its-name. You 
look back, you say “‘Grow, Machine” which got 
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shorted into Gromach. Can’t go forward, spinning 
again. Got to sacrifice the gloves. Too bad. | put 
one under each of the rear wheels. I’m back, | 
twist the wheel, | stuff it in second, I’m blowing 
snow, I’m like a dog digging in snow and huck- 
ing it against the side of the house. Then one long 
slide and | come bouncing out onto South St. 
“Winta Beata! Winta Beata!’’ I’m bleating. | reach 
for the wiper controls and whoops! they fall out 
the back of the dash down into the boiled 
vermicelli. 

The sleet is glazing up just right now, and by 
the time | slink into the right-turn funnel by the 
Academy the whole town looks like the French 
guy’s water lilies. Now Gromach is shaped like 
an ice skate as much as a tennis shoe, and 
sometimes the design just takes over, and before 
| know it I’m over the twin line sideways. Luckily 
there’s no traffic. Who would go out on a night 
like this? ‘“Gromach,” | scream, “You BAG!!’’ It 
hears me and stalls. By now I’m encased in a 
solid block of ice, my tires are frozen to the pave- 


ment again. | turn the key again. It’s like someone 
trying to scream with a hand over their mouth. 


Luckily | got a screwdriver right in the glove 
compartment, so when | get home with the 
license plate | figure, okay I’ll starve. Where was 
that dead roach? | just get my VCR cued up to 
the beginning of Christine when the doorbell 
rings. It’s good old Jack Orff, who drives 
towtrucks for "s. ‘Hey Jack,’’ | goes, ‘‘get- 
chaself in off the slush.”’ 

‘“‘Nah can doot,’’ he goes, “‘Braw tcha 
Gremloona, I’ze spose t’impound it, but hey. . . .”’ 

Out past him | can see Gromach, icy as San- 
ta’s pants, legally parked by the curb. “‘Oh,”’ | 
goes, ‘‘thanks, Jack.”’ 

‘Ain’ no bagahoona,’’ he mumbles, already 
scrunching his way down the walk. 

All of a sudden I’m off the ground screaming, 
“Oh Jeez it’s back FON-GOOL,”’ and | throw on 
my coat like the Drac throws on a cape, and there 
| am standing on. the sidewalk bellowing 
‘“‘Gromach! You BAG! Roll over, let me kick you 
in the ball joints, you deserve it, you Mongrel, you 
BAG!”’ And then | go back in the house, get the 
plate and screw it on, and before you know it 
there | am down on my knees with my hand in 
the vermicelli trying to dig the wiper motor out. 

Well now | got my cement, and | got the solu- 
tion to the electrical problems as well. | got myself 
one of those label-makers, and made eighteen 
labels reading ‘‘Emergency Use Only” and put 
one under every switch in Gromach—the lights, 
the directional signals, the horn, the fan, 
everything. Gromach is definitely Emergency Use 
Only. Trouble is, winter is just one long 
emergency. 


A.C. COBRA ANSWERS HIS ONLY LETTER OF 
THE MONTH 


Dear A.C.: 
How do | know if | need a valve job? 
Yours truly, 
Ac Orbac 
Ludlo 
Dear Ac: 


Congratulations for being the first letter-writer 
to this column. You’re number one in more ways 
than one. 

The best way to know whether or not you need 
a valve job is to ask someone. | 

Yours truly, 
A.C. Cobra 


At first I thought 
hiS QUN WAS “OL 
Prem TOY ggg \ 


Daily Hamp - 
shire Gozette 


I've never ruvy 
sofasf im my 
life. 


The cop pondered 
this for a second. 


Bo Sor Ar 
x ie are 
Pee SOC Pra. 


Ari 
7 sh Be 


We Ske 
= 


os 
eeScee 


Vevvas 
. 


gece 
sea te R eRe Ree 


) gee AXtems today § 


| Last spring a guy | The cops surround -| 


went nuts on King | ed the guy down 
Street and started | by Dunkin Donuts. 
Shooting att cops. Oro 


Eat lead, copper. Se 
Syh 


LooK mea.) 
Tm On Top of 
the world. 


Uy} 
R 
ie 


= Cpls 
A feux seconds {TL hit the floor 


- 


later he found | of my Chevetle. 


Out... koe] 
— — 


on 

as = 

ry -7 ey 
s 


When itwas over, The cop fixed 
‘T headed back. me with his 
There he is. He) beady eyes. 


2seate 
> ==. 


I went aneadto, BuT shopping no 
Stop + Shop. s longer held ony 
EM fascinoastion for 


er ; Goodmorning 


bey, Shoppers. Sale me. 


na... 


once 


iS o, 
eee 


st 
eo gen 


E 
Cia 
f 


= 
of: . oa 
vives 
ry 
ye 
Eg toe 
» A St Atala Deh | 
vt FRAC IA Pe ee ee ee NI 
Vara 
ea 
~ rir Y 
ge celts NM ME TA +e . 
~S formers ee ‘ 
By Pick ee eet ST a" 
oe c .- : wW 
Z 


The cops held up 
traffic, and SO 
I found myse lf 
first in. line for 


| T slithered out 
‘the dooron the | 
| passenger's Side. 


Tat 


"9337 


Am il nervous 
Why, yes. Yes; 
Tbelieve Lam 


ta this sort of thing 
happening in Hamp. 


“Coward,n. One who in 
a perilous emergency 
thinks with his legs. “% 
Devil's Dictionary by A. Bierce 


| 


CIES 


Reb Ramen 
WOMAN: ON-THE ‘STREET L 
THE GLOBAL SUPPLY 
OF TEFLON [S 
YOU MOST GETTING FRIGHTEN- 
INGLY LOW. 
nee 
a 6 


THE THREE-YEAR-OLD 
WILL BE FOUR, THE 
FOUR: YEAR-OLD WILL 
BE FIVE, THE FIVE: 
YEAR: OLD WILL BE... 


THERE COULD RE 
A BLACKOUT IN 
THE MIDDLE OF 
DINASTY J7 


THIS GROWING 
UGLY FAD oF 
EATING ALFALFA 
ABORTIONS. 


rel NEED A 
NEW EPISODE 
OF MRARS#H.... 


PVTA 
DRIVERS, 


THIS “NEW" YEAR 
STARTED WITH 


OH, GAWD, IT'S GETTING 
S50 HARD To KNOW 
JUST WHAT'S PouT- 
(CALIY CORRECT ANY 
MORE -AN(. WHETHER 
ONE OUGHT To BE. 


DISTURBS ME? 
SPIDERS, | THINK. 
YES— THOSE BiG 
HAIRY ONES ON TV. 


WHAT IF CANADA 
HAS THE BOMBZ 


NIHK{LISTIC PROGNOS- 
TICATORS!” WHY, 
AFTER NUCLEAR 
WINTER, THERE'D BE 
NUCLEAR SPRINGS 
GOSH, THAT LL BE FUN! 


Fi Fama. 


7; 
“Ty 
SS? : 

>» 
WORCESTER. 
IT'S STILL OUT 


REPORTERS AND 
M(CROPHONE S. 
THOSE DISTURB ME. 


Wack You idl! BE 
CAREFUL! THAT'S A 
SWAPPERL YOU'RE, 
SMACKING WITH, 


Sn 
Meke 
\ SS 7 


EXCUSE ME ‘N | 
MINUTE ROMEO. PF i 


LASTEN, SERKOEF 


: OYV W 6) ee : BS 
ae Kor J \ MEDe w NONE, ON AWD, CAN \ sae | 


Look WHAT HN TO Me! You A 


o SHE'S 
Nl . SUPPER < 


huthortes ofe, Vine & Ne 
Satyr peter S ay > dont nw 
righty Wemdnes moh. 


Ape Wolent of4y continues in fim 
‘ne wake & Ye Gonwey fie 
NestosTerone Spill : —<—- 


it 


AMABIW 1. A Varig ¥ 
pd, Phat aks Wes a 
| Ke one Too! 


ore you 
oK? 


cit Kinj 
any Vans UTong> 
\“O° Kee 

Tun a Sew 


LISBON 
IMPORTS 


Pleasant St. 
(Below Silverscape Designs) 


FINE IMPORTS 
FROM PORTUGAL 


Fisherman Knit Sweaters 
only $46-$58 

4’ x 6’ Handwoven Rugs 
only $44-$48 


Jewelry, Crystal, Fine Baby’s Wear 


FOUR SEASONS 
Pasi 


FINE WINES AND LIQUORS 


FOR THE VALLEY’S 
FINEST WINES 
AND 
WINE ADVICE 


584-8174 
333 Russell St. (Route 9), Hadley, Mass. 01035 


Cavs and ACCESS 12S 
Rer al| 


Yoveq } 


Cars Us Nee 

22 Chesinst SY, 

Flovence NA MN 
O10 690 


413-S84 


NORTHAMPTON HAS 


748 PARKING METERS 

33 BEAUTY SALONS 
41,000 TELEPHONES 

129 LAWYERS’ OFFICES 
AND ONE PLACE FOR 


157 MAIN ST.¢586-8424 
BEER & WINE*FREE DELIVERY 


26 OH NO! NOHO! 


A.C. COBRA’S 


AUTOEROTIX 


Gromach is dead. Do you want-to hear the story? 
It all starts when | am hunkering down to my third 
cup of the mud some thursday in March and the 
hot line from nowhere starts to scream and | 
lumber down the shag and snatch it off of the 
cradle. ’’Huh?”’ | goes, and it turns out to be the 
guy with one ear that works for this thing, Vinnie 
van Gee he is called. ’’A.C.’”’ he goes, ‘‘my truck 
won’t work, it is making noises. We gotta get the 
OH NO! NOHO!s out to the drops toot sweet or 
else you know what is going to happen. Think you 
could come over with Gromach and make the 
rounds?” 

Now van Gee is not so bad of a kind of guy, a 
little skinny but he drives a 1962 Chevy truck, the 
one that looks like it is wearing a visor on the back 
of its head, and it has a 283 so what kind of a 
swineoff would | boil down to if | was to tell him 
to get swatted? ‘‘Yo, | arrive,’’ | tell him, ““Con- 
sider me here.” 

| zoom along Main St. and take a right at Dadavi- 
sion Castle down Pomeroy. Van Gee is standing 
on his front lawn ankle-deep in mud. | back over 
the dry spots to the front door and we start 
loading big bundles of magazoons. Before you 
can say “Gremlin X”’ we are racing around ‘‘doin’ 
some flashin’’”’ and blocking traffic in front of 
every breakfast joint, ice cream brothel, snooty 
hair slasher and hipoisie micro-mall in town. 
Finally, after about 18 loads, the blasted city has 
apparently got enough of the goddamn things 
and van Gee suggests a little pit stop at a cer- 
tain local oasis. | sit there with my nose in a Dutch 
alka-selzer while van Gee says hi to every dorkoff 
that waddles by. How this guy can know so many 
people beats the face off me. The table starts to 
fill up with all these weird artsos- with stupid 
names — Stella Spambottom, Rich Hack, Lusty 
Ludmilla — talkin’ about a bunch of rock and roll 
bands also with stupid names — the Blanched 
Owl Boys, Cock Toe Twins, The Fission Chips 
and so on et cetera till my brain just says no more. 
So | lurch to my feet and yawn and say “‘l gotta 
dematerialize now, hey, and I'll catch you the 
next time you bounce off the wall, okay?” 
They all say “Thanks, A.C.”’ and ‘‘Later, A.C.” 
and suchlike, and then I’m out in the lot and it’s 
already half dark like it was the end of the day. 
| fish in my pocket for the key, stick it in the igni- 
tion, start ‘er up and WHOA | can’t tear the frig- 
gin’ thing out of reverse. 

Since | have backed Gromach into the space, this 
makes the idea of leaving kind of obsolete, you 
know what | mean? So | grabs the head of the 
stick and starts to wrestle with 

it. It gets kind of loose and limp. Now | have not 
had first gear for three months, but who needs 
first gear? | was not intending to pull any stumps 
or anything like that. Without reverse life gets 
tiresome. Not that | haven’t tried sometimes. It’s 
just that it takes so much planning —no dead- 
end streets unless there’s a nice turnaround, 
parking places in deserted fringes of lots, no 
driveways unless they are next to a big lawn, that 
kind of stuff. But with reverse only?? Now that 
is beyond my level of toughness. | have found 
that the constabulary takes a dim view of reverse- 
only driving as well, and | have seen enough of 
the boys in blue, as you will already be aware if 
you have the brains to be a regular reader of this 
here. Finally, there is a godawful SNAP and I’ve 
got second! Right away | punch it out into the 
road, hurtle through town moving real good, and 


| says to myself ‘‘A.C., that will never happen 
again, that was just a fluke. It will heal.” 

| bounce into the driveway, and decide to per- 
form a simple test. | put it in reverse once again 
to see if it is still all right and you guessed it. Stuck 
in reverse forever. Now all my wrestling does no 
good. The stick goes limp on me, like a dead dog 
on a concrete floor melted into a pool of dog 
butter. 

You know what it is like when a car dies. Most 
people can’t believe it, and leave the thing lying 
around for an indefinite period of time in the 
driveway or yard, like it was going to get better. 
Now this is not true of A.C. Cobra. | know how 
to junk a car. | junk three a year on the average. 
| just call up old Jack Orff from the yard and he 
comes over in his little towtruck and takes it off 
where they make a paperweight out of it. Used 
to be you got money out of the deal. There also 
used to be pterodactyls, right about the same 
time. 

While I’m waiting for Jack, | go through poor 
Gromach and take out my “personal effects.’’ 
Sunglasses, road maps, church key, spray 
starter, brake fluid, good spare, registration — 
all that really personal stuff. Just for spite | take 
a few not so personal goodies as well — screw 
top for power steering fluid reservoir, directional 
blinkers, some other stuff | don’t want to say just 
in case Jack reads this thing, which | doubt. Just 
as | finish up Jack himself crashes up my 
driveway. ’’Nah, Cobra,’’ he goes, “‘gezzya youse 
gotcho last jollies offa da Gremloona, ha? Don- 
cha woy, you never gun see this thing again.” 
Now | ain’t sentimental, you realize, except that 
the ‘“‘Gremloona’”’ was so wicked fast. | just 
stands there watching the truck go. Inside the 
house, | am shocked to find myself looking at the 
pix of Gromach from the old issue of the maga- 
zoon. | thinks to myself, the mag giveth, the mag 
taketh away. The mag made Gromach immortal, 
then it killed him. Probably the same is true for 
the editors. 

Then | turn around and have a look at the yard. 
Hey! It’s spring! How come nobody mentioned 
that? The snow is gone the same place that the 
Gremlin is going. Now | notice 

that | can see all the field cars down on their 
knees like cattle in a hailstorm. Holding the 
license plate | took off Gromach, | go walking out 
there. It’s like shopping, only better. It’s free. 


TOID 


O THEATER 


Luckily for us, No Theme month coincided with some real treats from No 
Theater. How could we resist? We loved it all! No kidding! 


UNTITLED 
by Roy Faudree 


Relying lightly on the opera Madame Butterfly and Malcolm McLaren’s re- 
cent interpretation of it, but more so on suggestive set design and lighting, 
Roy Faudree gives us a sideways look at communication and the lack thereof 
in a world filled with grown-ups, children and very grown-ups, boys, and girls, 
and women, women and more women. 

Flip-flopping between a slightly distanced livingroom voyeurism, and far- 
away, even more voyeuristic tableaux-vivants, (I had to crane my neck to 
see them), Faudree’s preview piece is part of larger work entitled Last Resort 
scheduled for production in the fall. Highly recommended for its-brothel at- 
mospherics and visual intrigue. 


No THEATRE. 


Sep CLR Thorhes - $1.77Aymission 
LOCAL STAND-UP COMEDIANS | 


Beer‘ Wine Saft Drinks 


TUFA RAWAY PHOTOS 


Phil Soace 


FURNITURE BOY 
by Rich Hack 


This preview took the form of a round of introductions to the characters and 
soap-operatic themes of Rich Hack’s Furniture Boy. Armchair narration by 
Noho’s own Alabaster Cock urged us to look forward to the play’s May 31 
opening, when we'll once again meet the likes of Harry, (‘“‘He’s got a pro- 
blem’’), and Furniture Boy, Harry’s illegitimate son born of his love affair 
with a spring mattress. You’ll get to know all their friends and relatives, all 
as animated and imperiled as the furniture that surrounds them in what pro- 
mises to be a fantastically funky set. Roy Faudree is incredibly effective in 
his creepy and uncomfortable role as Harry. Marty Maceda 

interprets Hack’s protagonist with ungodly precision, alternating as he does 
between the worlds of flesh and wood. This collaboration between comic- 
strip mogul Hack, director Sheena See and No Theater’s wealth of talent 
promises just the right mix of genius and idiocy. See it. 
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NSU(r) Part Il (4 minutes) 
by Phil Lawrence 


r) 


“Further adventures of robots of the 21st Century. Here we find 2 robots - 


vacationing in a small city on one of the larger continents of the Planet 
EARTH.” So goes the Vorspiel in the program. The author and Laura Kolb 
live out the stiff merriment of our mechanical pals as they attempt to party 
according to verbal and musical programming (in every sense of the word) 
on their modest-sized ghettoblaster. What a party it is! 
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NEW & USED BOOKS 
AT 40-80% OFF 
PUBLISHER’S LIST PRICE 


VALLEY BOOKS 


CARRIAGE SHOPS 
AMHERST 


10:30 a.m.-5:00 p.m. M-S, Sun. 12-4 p.m. 
549-6052 


Door Bulbs and Light Knobs 
Antiques, Used Furniture 
Costume Jewelry 


Screening BOF’s since 1975 
11 Button St. Northampton, MA 


Thornes Marketplace « Old South St. Entrance 
Northampton « Open daily 'til 11:30 p.m. 
Fri. & Sat. 'til! Midnight ° 586-4837 


NORTHAMPTON HAS 


1,050 HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS 


8,372 SINKS OF UNFINISHED 
DISHES 
14 BANKS 


16 BOOK DEALERS 


AND ONE PLACE FOR 
GOURMET PIZZA 


PADDINGTON 


157 MAIN ST.¢586-8424 
BEER & WINE*FREE DELIVERY 


28 OH NO! NOHO! 


“84-3207 WO 


THE HAMPER 


A.B. Dee was spotted at the local sperm bank last 
week; we understand they give penalties for early 
withdrawls! Are the Ross Bros. really gonna have 
another party this year? where? For Cripes Sakes, A.C. 
Cobra was caught again packin in the salami between 
two buns and a jelly donut at Izzi’s Deli last week. . 
-we heard that Jerry might keep the ‘limp in, leap out’ 
sign for just a little while, baby on the way. . .Hey 
Geeko! Bone was here, Hodag Heaven, Death Frigate 
Dreck, Cats in Space. . .Snakeman was back in town, 
playin his drums with Marion Brown at Sheehans; Hello 
Steve! There was an episode of spontaneous combus- 
tion last saturday nite at the snake-dance-ritual when 
Herman Parker offered up some plenary indulgences 
for the Pink Flamingos from Hell. . .1 wonder if Babs 
and Cotton know about this! . . .’’lt Happens Every 
Day, People Just Explode’’. . .Word has it that a skinny 
mechanic named Russell gives good brake jobs. . . 
thanx for the roses. . .It’s only April but there’s plenty 
of bare thigh on Main St. . .There are two Vinnies on 
the scene now, only they know their real names for 
Sure, say Van—Vin . . .Vanity Fair Magazine is trying to 
push Indian Clothing due to the influence of the film 
“‘Passage to India’’. . .so | imagine it would be okay to 
wear a towel over my wet hair to Jakes this Sunday 
morning. (it might look like a ‘fashionable’ turban. . 
-oh, but how should i explain the man i’m with in the 
Nehru jacket??? . . .could it be Don, Paul, Darby, you 
might think. . .any way, never mind) Hi to Lisa, our 
new ad rep! The Squam Patrol has distributed some 
gerbilbane along the soft shoulder on Riverside Drive. . 
. No rides will be given to the two heavy ladies who 
deserted the fish cakes and cherry pies on the eve of 
3/15/85! What fly? It’s laundry day. buzz... 


Pssst... wanna buy a moneywatch? 


? 
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THE COSMIC UNDERDOG BY STELLA SPAMBOTTOM 


ARIES: great time for you now, Uranus has 
mounted the Sun and you’ll be experiencing 
the Red Shift in the bottom area. many of 
your present lovers are guilt-ridden, but this 
shouldn’t affect the Saturnian Lobe. it’s best 
to stay away from Cancers and Mudsharks; 
they have tendencies to cling, and you might 
even develop an allergic reaction. so make 
sure you don’t overload that circuit. | suggest 
hot baths, and try the Elancyl Method on that 
double chin... 

Your Color: GAUCHE GREEN. 


TAURUS: looking moody and vulnerable this 
month will set the trap for that cute carp; 
wear subtle colors, and cheap cologne. 
somebody will feel sorry for you . . . stay 
away from Pisceans now that the meteor 
showers are heavy. extra-terrestrial jewelry 
and asteroid belts add to your attractiveness. 
there’s always one monkey after Your 
banana! 

Your Color: BOIS de BOLOGNE BROWN 


GEMINI: the Dog Star, Sirius, is conjunct 
Zeus, so now is the time to break out of the 
closet. get that tight underwear out of the 
moth balls, it may help your weak bladder. 
buy a shrubbery for a family member, get a 
tourniquet for that Inferior Thoracic Margin, 
shine up your jellies, and avoid bleach. stay 
away from goat-like bowie creatures, and 
Virgos; they might get drunk and puke on 
your couch... 

Your Color: BIONIC BLUE 


CANCER: nothing will come to your emotional 
rescue this month. you are being followed by 
poltergeist activity, and a creature unknown 
to this planet. on the 17th, you will go ona 
health food binge, but if you don’t quit it, you 
may find yourself in a shotgun shack .. - 
same as it ever was . . . excess radiation 
given off by the Crab Nebula will break your 
streak of bad luck by the end of the month, 
and you will be able to resume watching 
Road Warrior and Mad Max on your VCR... 
you’re no April fool... 

Your Color: MADONNA MUCOUS 


LEO: leave yourself alone now, you may at- 
tract too many weirdos; beware of things star- 
ting with the letter “N’’, like nymphomaniacs, 
the wrath of Neptune’s pitchfork, and NEWT. 
give up oxymorons for Lent, and refrain from 
imitating the Czechoslovakian Brothers. Sun 


Spot activity s 

may be extreme at times, you could expect to 
be slimed by a lover, or subjected to teddy- 
bear torture. steer clear of Scorpios bearing 
chocolate eggs. Snakemen and Hemophiliacs 
may offer suggestions for a new career. on 
the 31st, Orion in the third house will free you 
from your leather strappings . . . 

Your Color: CANARD CADMIUM 


VIRGO: try to maintain a serious approach on 
the job now, don’t jump the gun, and forget 
about that new career. take dance lessons 
from the Granola Twins. wear synthetic 
fabrics, and contour that wedgie that 
everyone will envy. wormboys and snakemen 
run rampant now, get some spider repellent 
and cheesecloth to prevent them from coming 
too far out of the ground. flush some herbs 
and hair down the toilet, and make a wish! 
change the bag in your vacuum cleaner, and 
stock up on trail mix. Mercury transposes the 
bunion on your second toe in Libra, and you 
may sever the Clitoris Amongus Musculature. 
avoid panuchi, and rubber underwear .. . 
Your Color: POITRINE PINK 


LIBRA much energy comes to you because 
of Crab Nebula Infestation, which could make 
for itchy situations in the lower extremity. 
giant sloargs will thwart your easter basket 
and attempt to jump your bones . . . Geminis 
and yard apes become good companions. 
diminish your Visible Panty Line with gladiator 
sandals and Matzo Ball Soup, invest in a 
Mouli; give up sliding down banisters for Lent 


Your Color: CREME DES OISEAUX 


SCORPIO: spring has sprung and so have 
your Venusian Wart and Nymphatic North 
Node. seek treatment with a Piscean healer . 
. . Leos and Virgos may stump your growth 
and you may need a lobotomy. ability to som- 
nambulate is high now, but beware, you may 
be kidnapped for some reptilian ritual and 
forced to sleep in the wet spot. Martian activi- 
ty on the 4th may draw on your animal 
energy, and you could get arrested for look- 
ing too cute. wear a little less mascara, and 
avoid glittery sox; put wood chips in your 
underwear, but smoothe out the lumps. don’t 
go out under the influence of silly putty. . . 
and you’ll be the punctum indifferens of the 
social seen... 

Your Color: BILE BLOAT BRILLIANT 


SAGITTARIUS: this month health is affected; 
the moon retrograde in Dorcus, or lousy sex, 
could result in the protrusion of the lower lip, 
and this may require a druel cup. since Sagit- 
tarius rules the thighs and hip bone area; 
horse kicks and strenuous.squats should be 
avoided during this time; invest in a belly- 
burner. travel should be avoided, don’t go 
anywhere with that Aries busdriver! eat plenty 
of jello, throw out your bell-bottoms and 
pudding-skin coat . . . learn to control your 
temper; watch Mr. Rogers’ Neighborhood .. . 
Your Color: NEIGE JAUNE 


CAPRICORN: this month is tricky . . . Saturn 
and memories of your fifth grade teacher set 
out to make your life miserable. financial 
troubles occur when Uranus is blindfolded by 
the anal sphincter which may chew a telltale 
hole in your back pocket, and you may lose 
your wallet . . . car trouble results in a rebuilt 
differential; or tailpipe propaganda. stay away 
from the Scenic Area on 91, avoid reeses 
monkey cups, and do 27 plenary indulgences 
to pull Sister Luke out of Purgatory; gargle 
with holy water... 

Your Color: MINCE MEAT MADDER 


AQUARIUS: learn to relax now! you may feel 
like jumping into light speed from warp 9 with 
spring fever. but secretions from the 
Sebaceous Gland Nebula will make you into 
a nervous wreck with sexual encounters that 
result in ring around the collar, a giant in 
your toilet, or a fat lip . . . use galactic tactic 
with a funky Cancer, fix up your studio, take 
course in Anatomy by Braille; learn to do the 
Camel Walk... 

Your Color: BEBE NOIR 


PISCES: April showers may bring May 
flowers but you feel like you’re up shit’s 
creek without a paddle in a chicken-wire 
canoe. the effects of Saturn’s rings 
coagulating with the Aurora Borealis result in 
multiple acne flair-ups; you could feel like the 
Emperor in Dune without any new clothes .. . 
fashion consciousness is weak now, save the 
pink vinyl for that end of the month fling 
avec’un Taurus . . . practice healing your 
guilt-martyr-complex by listening to BROKEN 
ENGLISH by Marianne Faithfull . . . avoid 
werewolves and horned-toad-cherubs. put 
Scorpio on the back burner. it doesn’t take a 
wormboy to get your fishgirl! 

Your Color: POST MORUM MILDEW 
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OH NO! NOHO! 


In reference to the interview with Jennifer 
Bryce in the March issue, we.would like to 
set the record straight. 

The Northampton Center for the Arts, a 
non-profit organization supported by the com- 
munity, has been booked consistently since 
opening in October, 1984. 

The gallery space is committed for exhibits 
until spring, 1986. The performing arts space 
has bookings into the fall of this year in- 
cluding contemporary and traditional art 
media. These spaces are also open to civic 
and social service groups from the 
community. 

Contrary to Ms. Bryce’s statements, no 
funds have been expended on lighting equip- 
ment for the performing arts space. The 
equipment in use has been loaned to the 
Center by the University of Massachusetts 
Fine Arts Center, Hampden Theatre and 
Smith College. 

Ms. Bryce suggests there is some uncer- 
tainty that the Northampton Center for the 
Arts will remain open. There is no uncertain- 
ty. The doors opened in October and they will 
remain open. 

Contributions to the Northampton Center 
for the Arts have been used to complete 
renovations of the space. 

The Northampton Center for the Arts en- 
courages artists in the community to use the 
center. The goal is to make the center ac- 
cessible and affordable to all segments of the 
community. 

The Northampton Center for the Arts is 
cooperating with other Valley arts organiza- 
tions to make Northampton a more cohesive 


cultural community. 


Mark Brumberg 
Schoolhouse Books 


Shawn Farley 
Northampton Center for the Arts 


Editors: 

So gee whiz, | realize Connecticut can be a bit 
boring, but if “The Son of the Return of the 
Show” was as entertaining as you said it was, 
how come I’m still stuck in Shelburne Falls? No 
offense, just wondering. 


Yours in mediocrity, 
Ken Christian 


(To the Readers: The writer of this arcane epistle 
is apparently referring to a show reviewed by 
Buddy Rubbish in the March OH NO! NOHO! Mr. 
Christian received what you might call a good 
notice of his performance, though Buddy 
Rubbish’s excruciating irony throughout the 

piece renders the PR value moot. 

What on earth shall we say to Mr. Christian? - 
Eds.) 


Dear Mr. Christian: 

We recommend that you make Shelburne Falls 
out to be a terrific place, so you won't feel stuck 
there. The best way to aggrandize your 
community is to start a magazine—call it 
something like WHAT HO! SHELFO! and before 
you know it you're living in the center of the 
universe. 


The Editors 


Dear Editors: 

My name's Marge, and my husband's is George. 
We just moved here from Salt Lake City, which is 
in Utah. We are both so pleased to discover a - 
magazine of such caliber in our new 
surroundings. We salute you all! 


Marge and George 
Route 9 
Hadley 


To the Editors: 

Guy walks into a dry cleaners and says, “How 
much for a stiff press?” The clerk whips out a 
gold shield and sneers, “Laundry Vice—spread 
‘em!” Guy does six months hard labor in 
Walpole, and when he gets home he finds an 
electric bill for $7,000, simply because he forgot 
to turn the heat off! For God’s sake, is this 
justice? 


Boots McCann 
Arista Court 
New Salem 


Dear Boots: 

Guy walks into the OH NO! NOHO! offices and 
says, “How much for a stiff press?” The clerk 
whips out a gold card and says what? It ain't 
stiff yet? $7,000? Justice is generally scarce 
these days. 


The Editors 
OH NO! NOHO! is always glad to hear from its 


thousands of readers. Write to us at P.O. Box 
413, Northampton, Massachusetts 01060. 
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2 BRIDGE STREET NORTHAMPTON 58 
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SPECIAL 


247 MAIN ST., NORTHAMPTON, MASS. ~ 586-4235 


N.Y. MAGAZINE — Derby 

“A TRIUMPH! ONE OF THE 
MOST BRAZENLY SELF- 
ASSURED DIRECTORIAL 
DEBUTS IN AMERICAN 

FILM HISTORY.” . 


BLOOD SIMPLE 


——— 


[The Pleasant_St. Theater) 


27 Pleasant St/Northampton, MA. 586-0935 


NORTHAMPTON HAS 


908,400 FEET OF T.V. CABLE 
316,800 INCHES OF HOT DOGS 
29,286 RESIDENTS 
25 PSYCHOLOGISTS’ OFFICES 


AND ONE PLACE FOR 


- GOURMET PIZZA 


157 MAIN ST.°586-8424 
BEER & WINE*FREE DELIVERY 
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LISTINGS 


tert 


We accept notices of events from 
any and all sources, but reserve the 
right to run listings on the basis of 
space limitations and editorial 
preferences. Please send notices to 
OH NO! NOHOI, ‘‘Listings,’’ BOX 
413, Northampton, MA 01060. 


VISUAL ARTS 


TOM OLAF ELDER Photographs and Graphic Prints, 
West Gallery, Northampton Center for the Arts, Old 
School Commons, through April 15. Gallery hours: 
Tues.-Fri. 10:00 a.m.-5:00 p.m., Sat. & Sun. 11:00 
a.m.-3:00 p.m. 


GRETCHEN KLETT Paintings, Hall Gallery, North- 
ampton Center for the Arts, Old Schoo! Commons, 
April 22-30. Gallery hours: Tues.-Fri. 10:00 a.m.-5:00 
p.m., Sat. & Sun. 11:00 a.m.-3:00 p.m. 


LES NATURES MORTES Paintings and Monoprints 
by Kathleen O’Hara, Gallery 2, Thorne’s, Main St., 
Northampton, through May 2. 


NEVIN MERCEDE Paintings, East Gallery, North- 
ampton Center for the Arts, Old School Commons, 
through April 15. Gallery hours: Tues.-Fri. 10:00 
a.m.-5:00 p.m., Sat. & Sun. 11:00 a.m.-3:00 p.m. 


PORTRAITS: FIVE WOMEN BY FIVE WOMEN Art 
works of varied media by area women artists. North- 
ampton Center for the Arts, Old School Commons, 
April 18 through May 13. Gallery hours: Tues.-Fri. 
10:00 a.m-5:00 p.m., Sat. & Sun. 11:00 a.m.-3:00 
p.m.- 


THE PRINTER’S PROOF Exhibiton from the col- 
lection of John Hutcheson, including works by 
Frankenthaler, Oldenburg, Stella, others. Hamp- 
den Gallery, UMass, through April 14. 


ALAN ROBINSON Printmaker and book 
designer will present a new work and join Arthur 
Kinney, David Borbeau and John von Isakovics 
in a forum on fine arts book production. Nor- 
thampton Center for the Arts, April 23, 8:00 p.m. 


SIT, UBU, SIT Wood constructions by Gregg 
Blasdel, Gallery 1, Thorne’s, Main St., Northampton, 
through May 2. 


JOHN TOWNSEND Surfaces, an exhibition of 
paintings. Zone, 395 Dwight St., Springfield, 
through April 21. Gallery hours: Thurs. 6:00-8:00 
p.m., Sat/Sun Noon-5:00 p.m. 


PERFORMING ARTS 


BACH: THE PASSION ACCORDING TO ST. 
MATTHEW With University Chamber Choir, 
Amherst College Choir and guest soloists. 
Buckley Recital Hall, Amherst College, April 12, 
7:30 p.m. and Fine Arts Center Concert Hall, 
UMass, April 14, 3:00 p.m. 


CHAMBER CHOIR AND CHORAL UNION Works 
by Stravinsky, Handel, Bach and Schutz. Bowker 
Auditorium, UMass, April 30, 8:00 p.m. 


DREAMS WITHOUT BOUNDARIES A new play 
by Andrea Hairston, Gallery 3, Thorne’s 
Marketplace, Northampton, April 26 and 27, May 
2, 3, 4, 9, 10, and 11, 8:00 p.m. 


ECCO LA PRIMAVERA Five College Early Music 
Collegium performs music of 14th and 16th cen- 
tury Italy, Bezanson Recital Hall, Fine Arts 
Center, UMass, April 30, 8:00 p.m. 


BRET ELLIS Reading from his first novel, Less 
Than Zero, Northampton Center for the Arts, Old 
School Commons, April 30, 8:00 p.m. 


FERRON The singer/songwriter, with Suzanne 
Vega, John M. Greene Hall, Smith College, April 
13, 8:00 p.m. 


FIVE COLLEGE CHAMBER SOLISTS Bach and 
Handel program in honor of the composers’ bir- 
thdays. Bezanson Recital Hall, Fine Arts Center, 
UMass, April 18, 8:00 p.m. 


FIVE COLLEGE ORCHESTRA Works by Mozart 
and Salieri; premier of work by Charles Bestor. 
Fine Arts Center Concert Hall, UMass, April 26, 
8:00 p.m., J. M. Greene Hall, Smith College, April 
27, 8:00 p.m., and Buckley Recital Hall, Amherst 
College, April 28, 8:15 p.m. 


LYNN KANE Violin recital featuring works by 
Bach, Beethoven, others. Bezanson Recital Hall, 
Fine Arts Center, UMass, April 14, 8:00 p.m. 


NEW ENGLAND SAXOPHONE SYMPOSIUM 
Event featuring recitals, clinics and demonstra- 
tions. Department of Music and Dance, Fine Arts 
Center, UMass, May 4, 9:00 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. 


OPERA WORKSHOP Scenes from Albert Herr- 
ing by Britten and World of the Moon by Haydn. : 
Bezanson Recital Hall, Fine Arts Center, UMass, 
April 27, 3:00 p.m. 


PERCUSSION POPS 16th annual Concert of 
Music for Percussion Instruments. Selection from 
rag to rock. Bowker Auditorium, UMass, April 12, 
8:00 p.m. 


THE RIDE ACROSS LAKE CONSTANCE Play 
by Peter Handke, Rand Theatre, Fine Arts 
Center, UMass, May 2-4 and 8-11, 8:00 p.m. 


ROUND & ROUND THE GARDEN Play by Alan 
Ayckbourn, Montague Center Town Hall, April 19, 
20, 26, 8:30 p.m. 


TIME AND SPACE LIMITED Performance art 
company from New York City presented by No 
Theatre. Gallery 3, Thorne’s Market, Northamp- 
ton, April 12 and 13, 8:00 p.m. 


UNIVERSITY CONCERT BAND Fine Arts Center 
Concert Hall, UMass, April 28, 3:00 p.m. 


RUTH ZAPORAH California artist and founder 
of Action Theatre in a solo performance. New 
Studio, 155 Main St., Northampton, April 12, 8:00 
p.m. Also two weekend intensives, April 13-14 
and 20-21, 10:00 a.m.-3:00 p.m. and a week of 
classes held April 15-19 10:00 a.m.-1:00 p.m. and 
7:00-10:00 p.m. All classes held at New Studio 
except April 16-18 evening classes at The East 
Street Studio in Hadley. 


DANCE PARTY With Sidewalk Sam and Pres 


Sound, Old School Commons, May 4, 1:00-4:00 
a.m.! 
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Alex Eliot, puckish and wise, spoke of his art, his dreams, zen, and the Noho creative 
condition at the first Northampton Arts Forum held at the Old School Commons on March 
24th. He also introduced three local living art treasures of this summer’s Eighth New 
England Arts Biennial: musician/artist Marion Brown, artist Richard Yarde, and poet 
Joseph Langland. The performance by Lao Tse and the Entropics which followed was 
raffish and ethereally urbane. 

While the overall feel of this first outing was on the overly discreet, polite, and self- 
congratulatory side, the roster for future events is open and should offer a wide and 
wild variety of art encounter. 


Pres Speakers 


200 MAIN STREET 
NORTHAMPTON 
TEL 584-1207 


MON-SAT 9-5 
SUNDAY 1-5 


FULL SERVICE SALON FOR MEN & WOMEN 


THE BEST IN HAIR, SKIN AND NAIL CARE ¢@ Thornes Marketplace, Northampton ¢ 586-2600 | 
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